W.G. Sebald's biographical coordinates, his 35-year career as a scholar and writer abroad in particular, have suggested to a number of his readers that the literary travel documents assembled by Sebald's narrators in their restless wanderings across the European continent and beyond should be considered as works of an author in exile.
1 This suggests that the crossing of borders, which emerges as so prevalent a motif in Sebald's writings, would appear to apply equally to Sebald himself, someone who crossed borders first into Switzerland and then into Great Britain, where he remained a resident for the majority of his life, though he certainly did not give up travelling once he got there. Only an authorial position that was firmly removed in space from the land of the author's birth and the linguistic sphere associated with it, one might think, would provide the impetus for a literary work marked on practically every page by its outsider quality. Only an exile from the Hauptstraße along which the flow of German post-war culture and its language in general, and literary discourse more particularly, ran its course from the late 1960s through the 1990s, it might be argued, could have occasioned the Sebaldian lexicon and syntax, which has reminded more than a few readers (primarily those less inclined to acknowledge Sebald's formal inventiveness) of the nineteenth century.
While we should not assume that the author will necessarily be in a position to speak the truth about his own work, I nevertheless propose to hear out Sebald himself, as interviewee, on the point of exile. Sigrid Löffler's short 1993 interview with Sebald begins with the following exchange: With this remark, Sebald may or may not have been anticipating just how immediate the link would turn out to be between his relocation to another part of Europe on the one hand, and his eventual trip to the city that would award him the Heinrich Heine Prize a year and a day before his death ( Fig. 1) . Figure 1 
